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and very short is the desert memory—begins with Al Nifl,
a Shaikh of Murra, who came to these parts, sorely distraught
with thirst in the course of a raiding expedition, and saw a
vision in his fevered dreaming. Fear not, the voice had said,
the water is at your feet. Nest morning he had followed the
ridge to where the rock lay exposed and had dug till he and
his men came to water and thus saved themselves and their
cattle alive. That was some 50 years ago and the drought
had buried the shaft till the c year of Hail' by their reckon-
ing (1921 by ours), when 'Ali Jahman had rediscovered and
reopened the well. It remained in regular use for two seasons
until the beginning of the eight years' drought, when it was
again abandoned to the sands. We found it therefore dead
and buried. Its water was, they said, always briny though
drinkable.
It is indeed astonishing that a small patch of the bedrock
surrounded by sands should remain more or less permanently
exposed. It can perhaps be explained by the suggestion that
in such deep hollows the wind sets up an eddy of the sands
which serves to sweep the floor clean. It was indeed quite
difficult to find a suitable spot for our tents, which were
from time to time undercut by the sudden whirlwinds that
descended upon us without warning and actually floored
my tent on three occasions during our sojourn.
On arrival we used up the last of our water for a final brew
of coffee and then had to wait in patience until the party
which had gone to Naifa came in with full skins at 5 p.m.
From that moment arose an activity of the bowels which,
except for a brief period after Shanna, was to haunt us to the
end of our desert wanderings and to make Naifa a byword
among us. Curiously enough in my case the trouble started
almost immediately after our arrival at *Ain Sala and could
not be attributed in its inception to that cause, though the
Naifa water proved sufficiently powerful even in tea and
coffee to aggravate my uneasiness. Its origin, however, I
attribute to the discontinuance of the fast, for with the re-
moval of all such restrictions I had, at the instigation of
Salih and Humaid, browsed freely on the white blossoms and
tender green sprigs of the Abal as we marched and at our

